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passed into a delirium, in which he kept repeating his prayers
with painful intensity. Then he was distressed, because he had
been looking forward so much to watching an Ascension Day
procession and had sent for some flowers with which to decor-
ate the nursery. For two days there was hope, and then, on the
afternoon of June 6th, he died. He was only seven years old.

Halifax accepted this sorrow with a perfect resignation. He
had been devoted to the child, who to him and to all the family
had seemed set apart for some special vocation. There was
'something about his face,' wrote Lady Beauchamp, "diat al-
ways reminded me so much of the Holy Child in some of
Raphael's pictures.'7 Halifax had wanted, from the day of his
birth, to dedicate him to the service of the Church, and the
choice of Liddon for his godfather had been no empty for-
mality. Even in the chaff of the family he was *the Cardinal,'
and by the child himself and by his brothers and sisters the idea
of his dedication was accepted as something settled.

He often said he meant to be a priest [wrote Halifax to Liddon],
and I think if he had lived he would have been a good one. Your
prayers would have obtained that for him.

It was a happy time, the Sunday in the octave of the Ascension,
to leave this world, and I think he will do more for us where he is
than lie could have done in any other way. I do pray that I may
learn the lesson which I know I needed of living more in the un-
seen world and caring less for the vanities of this.8

They buried him at Hickleton beside his grandparents, plac-
in his hands the Easter card which Liddon had sent him from

Jerusalem.

******

The summer of 1886 was spent once more at the Moult, with
the familiar round of bathing, walking, and reading, enlivened
by the minor incidents which make up a family holiday.
Charlie and Francis disgraced themselves by going to sleep